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oad My dear mouse friends, 


Have | ever told you how much I love science 
fiction? I’ve always vale to write incredible 
adventures set in another di , but Pve never 
believed that parallel universes ene. _ until now! 


That's because my good friend F : 

L, the brilliant, secretive scientist, has 
vst made an incredible discovery. Thanks to some 
mousetropic Sa he Gelervinied that there 
are many different | 


The professor’s work inspired me to write this 
science fiction anoiire iN tals my 
eet and it ough 


Gare a acca crew: 


| enonimo Filton 








Geronimo Stilton 
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This fabumouse vessel js Called the 
MouseStar 1, and! am its captaini 


than Steering q Spaceship, 


But for now, my adventurous 
family and | are busy 

traveling [round the Universe 

ON exciting in tergalactic Missions, 


THIS Is THE 


LATEST ADV 


ENTURE 
OF THE SPA 


CEMICE 





—______ pp 


THE Captain N&verR 
Gets a Day Off! 


It all began on a QUIET Friday afternoon. 
The week was almost over, and I couldn’t 
wait to leave the CONTROL BOOM’S 
headquarters and get back to my cabin. 
I was exhausted! Why? It had been a 
OWA week! What am I saying? It had 
been a AWB BOWAA week! No, a 
pt hefrir ti polity] OWA week! 

I had rescued two lost spaceships, defended 
the crew from alien werewolves. 
tested a new interstellar spacesuit, and 
attended the ribbon-cutting ceremony for a 
new JNFERGALACHIC art mouseum. 


In other words, I had been very, very busy! 


THe Captain Never Gets a Day Orr! . at 


Why, oh why does everyone always 
expect so much from me? Could it be because 
I’m the captain? 

Oh, excuse me! I almost forgot to 
introduce myself. My name is Stiltonix, 
Geronimo Stiltonix. tm the captain of 
MOUS@STAR 1, the most mousetropic 
.§ PACE 4 Hi in the far-off Cheddar 
Galaxy. But truth be told, my real dream has 
always been to be a WRITER: I have 
been wanting to write a novel about the 
adventures of the spacemice for years, but I 
can’t seem to find the time. There’s always a 
PROBLEM on the MouseStar 1 that needs to 
be fixed. 

But let’s get back to that QUIET Friday 
afternoon. The weekend was about to start and 
I had big plans for my Saturday, which was 


my ! 


Io THe Captain Never Gets a Day Off! 
TT 


I planned to: 


ca > © Get up late and 
a a eat breakfast 








in bed, lazily 
munching on 
2 GPEAMY 
Gorgonzola muffin. 
Put on my 





comfortable and 
practical casual 
unjterm. 
Get my whiskers 
trimmed at 
BRUSH, 
the trendiest 
barbershop 
on the entire 
spaceship. 


Do Not 
DISTURB 





As soon as | got to my 





cabin, I hung this 
on my door. It 
wasn't exactly the 
truth, as I intended 
to spend the evening 
Snoring instead of 
workKiy! But everyone 

knows a good rest is very important. So, 
I slipped into my pajamas, turned on my 
favorite CD, KNelaxing Wusic 


Low the Busy VWlawse, and sank 


into bed. 





I slept almost until morning. | would have 


slept even longer, but suddenly... 


BEEP! BEEEP! BEEEEP! 


It was coming from my wrist phone! 
Still half-asleep, I tried to turn (©)\F\P the 


Do Not Disturs a) 


alarm, but instead, I pushed the @N button! 
What a mistake! My wrist phone came to life. 

“GEFQNIANA!” a voice bellowed. “Wake 
up! I bet you’re still SNORING like 
a Plutonian sloth! But not for long—I’ll 
straighten you out!” 

I would have recognized that voice among 
a thousand, no, ten thousand, no, 
ten million voices. It was my grandfather, 
William Stiltonix! He didn’t 


even give me a chance 


Geronimo! 





to respond before he 
began bombarding me 
with orders. 

“Hurry up and 
get dressed. I'll be 
there to pick you up in two 
astroseconds! They’re waiting for us 


at the space tennis center!” 


@ 


Do Not Disturs 


I looked at the clock: It was FOUA in the 
morning! I tried to OBJECT. 

“But Grandfather, it’s really EARLY!” 
I squeaked. “What are we going to do at the 
tennis center at this hour? And who’s waiting 
for us?” 

“I can’t believe you forgot!” Grandfather 
William roared. “Today is the F{NAL match 
in the INTERGALACTIC TENNIS 
TOURNAMENT!” 


“Ahem, er, sorry, Grandfather,” I replied. 
“You know I don’t care much for sports. 
I prefer to read and write SCLENCE 
fiction.” 

My grandfather glared at me with 
disapproval from the wrist phone video 
monitor. 

“Then you probably don’t know that I, 
Admiral William Stiltonix, your grandfather, 


Do Not Disturs a) 


will be COMPETING in the tournament!” 


he squeaked indignantly. “But I have a 
problem: Yesterday, my tennis partner 
slipped on an interstellar 

banana peel VU ons 


and sprained an ankle. 






A 
That’s why I’m picking you 
up. You'll be subbing for him!” 

I felt a CHMGV0 run down my tail. Play 
space tennis with Grandfather William? What 
a nightmare: Grandfather is very, 
very competitive. He hates to lose! I tried 
to dissuade him. 

“Grandfather, you know I stink at 
tennis —” I began, but he cut me off. 

“Of course I know that!” he replied. 
“That’s why I’m coming now to pick you 
up. ASTRO AGASSI. the 


greatest tennis master of all time, is waiting 


@ Do Not Disturs 


for us at the court. He’ll 


TEACH you for five 


straight hours. By the 





time the tournament 





begins at ten, you'll be 
ready!” 
> BB OnooED oo 
rile CAEIESEE Five straight hours 
~ of lessons! And then I would 
have to play in the tennis finals 
with my grandfather! I was TIRED 

just thinking about it. I tried a second time 
to get my grandfather to understand what a 
terrible idea this was. 

“But Grandfather, er, today is actually my 
DAY OFF!” 

Unfortunately, changing my grandfather's 
mind is as hard as trying to get a Meteorite 
to deviate from its path. 


Do Not DistTurs @ 


“Day off?” my grandfather $C °F FED. 
“The captain never gets a DAY GFF. Now, 
come on! You’ll see how much you'll love 
playing tennis! There’s no BETTER way 
to stay in shape. You should thank me for 
offering you this UNIG UE opportunity!” 

A second later, he abruptly hung up. 

I sighed. It was no use. I would have to playin 
the competition. | opened my automatic closet 


and squeaked out an order: “Gear for SPACL 
TENNIS, please!” 


SPACY TENNIS 








Captain, YoU MusT 
Come at Once! 


An SSTSIMINUTE later, | was dressed to 
the nines. I was about to leave my cabin when 


my wrist phone went off. 


peep! BeeeP! RBeeeeP! 


It was Professor Greenfur, the resident 
scientist on the MOUSBSTAR 1. Why 
would he be calling me at four o’clock in 
the morning? Were we under attack from 
StIRAIRG alien monsters? Or had an 
epidemic of Martian measles broken 
out on the ship? Or perhaps there was a 
serious PROBLEM in the greenhouse? 


“What is it, Prefesser Greenfur?” 





Captain, é 
right away, ¢ 





I replied immediately. 
“Is there an 
emergency?” 

I was almost 
hoping there was 
an EMERGEACY, 
because it would 
mean I wouldn't 
have to play in the tournament 
with my grandfather! But I was out of 
luck. 

“No emergency, Captain,” the professor 
replied. “But I do have a new ultragalactic 
invention to show you. I’d like to see you 
right away!” 

“I’m afraid that won’t be -—* ” T said 
with a sigh. “I’m on my way to pl ay in the 
space tennis tournament with Grandfather 


William.” 


va CAPTAIN, YOU Must Come aT Once! 


At that moment, my grandfather burst 
into my cabin. 
“Aren’t you ready yet, GRANDSON?” he 
squeaked at me. “Move it! Come on, let’s 
go! Don’t waste your time with that 






wrist phone! What would you do 
without me, huh? You’d waste 
your day EXPLORING 
THE GALAXY AND 
COMBING COMET 
TAS! Or you'd be in the 
laboratory with Professor Greenfur | 
Stvdying the yellow- 
bearded mouseqvuito: 
Or you’d be TEXTING 
= & Thousand 
Maser bs 7 
yo FRIENDS FRO 
OTHER’, PLANETS!" 





Captain, You Must Come at Once! gy 
< 


I wanted to explain that I wouldn’t have been 
doing any of those silly things —I would 
have been busy writing my 





novel. But he’s my grandfather, 

and I can never say no to friends and 
family. He was so looking forward to that 
tournament . . . I couldn’t leave him in the 
LURCH! 

“lm ready, Grandfather!” I told him. 
Then I turned to my wrist phone. 

“I'll be by later to see your invention,” 
I promised the prefesser I hoped I 
could make it! 

We turned to leave and my phone rang 
again. 


BEEP! BEEEP! 
BEEEeeP! 


My grandfather scowled. 


res Captain, You Must Come at Once! 


e 


“From now on, you have to concentrate on 
one thing only: the tennis match,” he ordered 
me. “Turn off that phone—now!” 


pre you busy “But Grandfather, it’s Benjamin!” 
coday? 








I protested. 

My grandfather’s snout 
suddenly softened like Brie 
cheese. Benjamin is my 

SWEET little nephew, and 
my grandfather and I both have 
a saft spot for him. 

“Okay, see what he wants,” he told me. 
“But be L22/7L about it!” 

“Hi, Benjamin!” I answered. “How are 
you?” 

“I’m fine, Uncle,” he replied. “I’m sorry to 


call you so BARLY in the morning, but 


I know you're an early riser. Are you busy 


today?” 


Captain, You Must Come at Once! gy 
< 


“Well, this morning I’m competing in the 
space tennis E@UFRGMERE with 
Grandfather,” I replied. “Then I have to visit 
Professor Greenfur in his \L/A\\83. After that, 
[ want to have my whiskers trimmed at the 
barbershop. And later on, I hope to wrtte 
a chapter in my new book! Why do you ask?” 

“Oh, no reason,” Benjamin replied with 
a TINY sigh. He sounded so disappointed! 

“What is it, my little CHEESE NIBLET?” I 
asked, concerned. 

“It’s nothing,” he answered. “Don’t 
worry about it!” 

“But why are you so sad?” I insisted. I 
hated to see my nephew upset. “Do you need 
my help researching an ASTEROID for 
school? Do you have to study for a really 
hard quantum physics quiz?” 

“No, it’s not about school,” he replied. 


re Captain, You Must Come at Once! 


1a" 





= 






“It’s just that Bugsy Wugsy 
and I wanted to go to 
Astral Park, the new 
amousement park. But if 

you're busy, don’t worry 
about it...” 

Even though Benjamin told me not to 
worry about it, I could tell it meant & LOT 
to him. So I promised we’d go to Astra. 
Park in the afternoon. And to think that it 
was supposed to have been my DAY OFF: 
But the hesb—actually, the w/o|R|s|T 


was yet to come! 


ee: 
A HOPELESS 
Case! 


The space tennis lesson with Astro Agassi was 
a FAlACLIC diS4ster! Why? It was 
simple: For over fi VE (yes, five!) hours, he 
tried to teach me the basic principles of space 
tennis. But there was N° THING he could 
do. There was N° JT HUNG anyone could do! 
REALLY,  saeF 

REALLY 
BAD AT 
SPACE 
TENNt?®s! 







< G° gS 


2 \ 
oa 









“eh p ! 


At the end of the lesson, a dejected Astro 
went over to my grandfather, shaking 
his head. 

“Galactic Gorgonzola!” he exclaimed. 
“You were right, Admiral, as always. Your 
grandson is ahOPelLeSS CaSe!” 

I felt awful. It wasn’t just because I had 
disappointed my grandfather. It was also 
because after five (yes, five!) exhausling 
hours of intense training, the real tennis 
tournament was about to start. And it could 
last anywhere from two or three to even 
five (yes, five!) MORE hours! 

As you can imagine, the tournament was a 
real nightmare. My forehand ZiGZAGGED 
across the court, my backhand went 
backward, and my serve PrPNn'T 
SERVE 3 thing! 

Grandfather and I were elitnifiated 


My forehand 7 
zigzagged - -- = 













My backhand = 
went backward --: © 


a disaster! 


er 





“eh ' 


in the first round. I was mavtified. I had 
embarrassed my grandfather in front of all 
his friends at the SPACE TENNIS CLUB: 
I hung my head in shame. | didn’t even 
bother following my grandfather back to 
the LOCKER ROOM to get my things. 
Instead, I snuck out of the space tennis 
center as fast as my paws would carry me. 
Still wearing my tennis shorts and sneakers, 
I jumped into an ASTAROTAHI. 

“I'd like to go to Professor Greenfur’s 
laboratory,” I told the driver. “And get there 


QUICKLY, please!” 


YOU RE THE BEST, 
UNCLE G! 


The astrotaxi arrived at PT" fe Sseor 
Greentvuf § lab in the blink of an 
eye. The professor showed me a strange 
machine that looked like a little suitcase with 
a handlebar and pedals attached to it. 
“Here’s my new invention, GAP TAIN!” 
he announced proudly. “It’s a portable stellar 
energy generator. It can be dismantled in 
thirty seconds, it’s very light, and it operates 
using... MUSCULAR ENERGY!” 
Professor Greenfur hopped onto the machine 
and started to pedal f uriously. A series 


of COLORED LIGHTBULBS that 


were suspended from the ceiling lit up. 


“s You're THE Best, Uncuie CG! 


“My creation is ideal for rodents who love 
ADVENTURE and camping on unknown 
planets,” he explained. “But it’s also useful 
for any mouse who needs to PUWESF a laptop 
computer, or CHARGE an interstellar 


phone, or FLLUM?NATE Christmas lights, 


9 


BceP! BEEEP! BEEEEP! 


Black holey galaxies, it was my wrist phone 
again! It was Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy, and 
they were waiting for me at the amousement 
park. I quickly said good-bye to the professor 
and jumped into another ASTROTAXI. 

When [| arrived, Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy 
were so HAPPY to see me, they both gave 
me enormouse U9 S! 

“Thanks for coming,” Benjamin squeaked 


happily. 





“s You're THE Best, Uncie G! 
eG! 


yynel 

Os ‘ Neph 
‘ a epnew! j y + 3 
(C F THE BEST, 








UNCLE 
GI” added 
Bugsy Wugsy. 
What sweet little 
mouselets! I was 


almost moved to 
HBOAES. pu 
then I caught sight of 
something that really 
did bring tears to my eyes: the totally ae 
Transgelecbio Tarneda:! it’s the 

most FUR-RaiSinG attraction at Astral 
~ Park! 

It’s a roller coaster so TALC and so 
..QNG and so terrifying that just thinking 
about it makes my whiskers GurVer 
with fright. And as if that weren’t enough, 


You're THE Best, UNcie CG! ‘«* 


WATERFALLS throughout the ride 
douse the riders at every turn! That’s why 
every mouse who rides receives a free 
waterproof jacket. 

Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy couldn’t wait 
to go on the roller coaster. And even though 
| was SES#ED out of my fur, I agreed to 
ride it. What could I do? I can never say NO 
to friends and family, especially my nephew 
Benjamin! 

I climbed aboard and squeezed my eyes 
S\R\WSP. I didn’t intend to open them 
until the ride was OVER. But right when 
we reached the highest curve . 


BEEP! BEEEP! ! 
BEEEEP! 
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You're THE Best, Uncie G! 


It was my wrist phone again! And this time, 
it was a real emergency! 

‘Yellow Ghert®> my sister 
Thea, squeaked into the phone. “Geronimo, 
report to the control room immediately! 
Hurry!” 

Then she hung up the phone without giving 
me any more information. And to think this 
was supposed to be my day off: 





ee 


YELLOW ALERT! 


What does a yellow alert mean? It means: 


EMERGENCY! DANGER! 
IMMINENT DISASTER! 


In other words, it’s one of those times that 
day of or no DAY OFF, the captain has 
to skedaddle to the control room right away. 
So for the third time that day, I stopped an 
astrotaxi and we hopped in. But this time, 
the driver tried to PEefUse us! 

Why? It was simple. We were wearing 
waterproof jackets and we were totally 
<f renched from the tips of our whiskers 
to the tips of our tails! 

“You’re ruining the seats of my taxi!” the 
driver complained. 





Z_ LLOW ALERT! 


I tried to EXPLAIN the situation, but he 
wasn't paying attention. 

“Listen, driver!” I finally blurted out. 
“I’m Captain Stiltonix. We’re in a yellow 
alert! Take me immediately to the liftrix 


elevator to the control room!” 


He stared at me in total surprise. 


‘CRPTAIN STILT ONIN? 


Is that really you? I didn’t recognize you in 
that YELLOW JACKET and those 
soaking-wet clothes! Don’t worry, though! 
I'll take care of you!” 

He grabbed the controls of the astrotaxi 
and a nanosecond later, he had dropped us 
off at the nearest LIFT RIX. When the 
door of the control room opened, everyone 
turned to look at us. 

My cousin Trap’s eyes almost popped 
out of their sockets with shock. My sister, 


YELLow A ert! Sa 
= 


Thea, just stared at me without saying a word. 
Grandfather William shook his head with 
Df rfslalepPlol rx iriMety| Th) 
And even ally de Wreneh, our ship’s 
official mechanic and the loveliest rodent on 
the MouseStar 1, had a very SUrPriSed 
expression on her snout! I felt so 


HUMILIATED. 


goo! day... 


ee ‘, maybe Nog. 
Pye “+ 





RESCUE MISSION TO 
PLANET POLARIX 


In my rush to get to the control room, | 
hadn't thought to change out of my WET 
clothes. How I wished I was in my WARM, 
DEY uniform! Instead, I was dripping like 
a wet umbrella after a METEORIC rainstorm. 

“Geronimo, what’s going on?” my 
grandfather barked at me. “Where is your 
captain’s UNIFORM?- 

“Sorry, Grandfather,” I mumbled. “There 
was the tennis lesson, then the tournament, 
and the laboratory, and then that frightening 


Poller eoastet” 


“That’s no excuse!” he growled. “A 
captain must always be ready for 


RESCUE MISSION TO PLANET POLARIX pit 


every possibility —even a yell © Ww 
alert: 

At that moment | 
remembered why I had 
rushed to the control 
room so QUICKLY. 

“What happened?” 

I asked. “Is the 
MOUS@STAR | 


about to explode? Is a 





meteor heading toward 
us? Did we run out of (ORGONTZOLA cheese?” 
“No, of course not!” Grandfather 
scoffed. “It’s much worse than that. We’re in 
the middle of an intergalactic video call 
with the president of the Interplanetary 
Scientific Research Institute, PrOPeESSor 
BoriS AStroWhiSKeLS from the 


planet 


Bij, RESCUE MISSION TO PLANET POLARIX 


He has a very SET 10US situation.” 
When I looked up at the plasma 
megascreen, I sawa JALL, THIN 
rodent wearing a white lab coat. 
Like Professor Greenfur, he was 
a vegetal mousoid, with fur 






covered in leaves. 

£wOP “Greetings, ProPeSSor 
_»J 3 \) aStrowhiskers!” I said. 
‘ou \ “My name is Stiltonix, Geronimo 
) Stiltonix. I am the captain of 

the MouseStar 1.” 
The professor nodded, shaking 

BORIS his FOLTAGE. 
ASTROWHISHERS “I’m truly happy to make your 
acquaintance, Captain Stiltonix,” he replied 


PROFESSOR 


politely. “I have heard so much about you 
from others across the galaxy! = 
“What can I do for you?” I asked. 


Rescue MISSION TO PLANET POLARIX pit 





IGAED. “The reason I contacted 
you is that my friend and colleague Doctor 
Oslo Bonsai has disappeared! He was 
leading a SCjENTIFIC expedition with two 
of his assistants on the frozen planet of 
Polarix, and it’s been days since I’ve 
heard from him. I don’t know what to do! We 


Photosynthesons are studious, academic mice. 


We're not ADVENTURE-SEEKING spacemice 
like all of you on the MOUSPSTAR 1!” 























Bij, RESCUE MISSION TO PLANET POLARIX 


“We would be happy to help,” I REAGCURED 
him. 

Professor Astrowhiskers’s LEAVES 
perked up with relief. 

“I don’t know how to thank you!” he 
exclaimed. “Captain Stiltonix, despite 
your, er, very STRANGE clothing, you are a 

wow is BEM ARK ABLE rodent!” 
<g My snout turned 7° ed, 
with embarrassment, but 
the professor didn’t seem 
to notice. He went on to 
describe the details of the 
scientific eXPeDiTiOn, 
including the location 
where Doctor Bonsai 
and his assistants had been 





gathering data when they 
DISAPPEARED. 


RESCUE MISSION TO PLANET POLARIX pit 


When we ended our conversation, the 
megascreen went BJ EVEIE. 

“Spacemice, get ready for departure!” I 
ordered the crew. “We’re going on a FESCUB 
mission: ” 

I set the engines to SHARAF SPFED 
Then I turned to Trap. 

“Cousin, keep an eye on the astral compass 
and set a steady course for the planet 
Polarix!” I told him. 

“Aye, aye, Captain!” my cousin replied with 
a wink. 

“Thea, I leave you in command of the 
MOUS@STAR 1,” 1 told my sister. “I’m 
going to... ahem... change my 
clothes!” 

I headed to my cabin. The notes for my 

ook were right there on my desk. I sighed. 
My writing would just have to WAIT. we 


Bij, RESCUE MISSION TO PLANET POLARIX 


were going on an important PESCUE 
Mss 1OF¥ to the planet Polarix! And to 
think this was supposed to have been my 
day off! 


a 2 


A True Captain! 





When I got back to the control room, I was 
wearing my clean, PRESSED uniform. 
My had been combed, and MouseStar 1 
had arrived at its destination: the L492" 
POLARIA: 

My sister, Thea, was executing the 
maneuvers to dock within the planet’s orbit, 
and I immediately noticed that the entire 
surface was covered with 


SNOW and ice. 
BRRRRRY 


Polarix looked like an 





inhospitable and very 
COLD planet! 

Just looking at that 
giant sphere of ice sent 


, » A True Captain! 


CHILLS running down my tail. I was about 
to return to my cabin to change into my winter 
uniform (it’s made completely of W668! 
when the loudspeakers shrilled: 
“Yellow alert! 
Yellow alert! 
Yellow alert!” 

Martian mozzarella! What now? A Rew 
yellow alert? I looked at Thea, thinking 
maybe she had pushed the f\f_ AP ey) button, 
but she seemed as puzzled as I was. 

“Did you pull the alarm?” I asked Trap. 

But he shook his head, PERPLEXED. 

Grandfather stamped his paw in frustration. 

“Grandson!” he squeaked, pointing to the 
control panels. “Can’t you see that the alarm 
is coming from th ENGINE ROOM? 
You need to contact SALLY at once!” 

My snout turned as red as a Martian 


A True Captain! xy , 


space rock! BLEACK 
HOLE Y 
GALAXIES, 

why does my 
grandfather always 
make me look like a 





Grandfather was right: 
The engine room’s control panel light was 
FLASHING. quickly contacted Sally. 
“Captain, we have a problem!” she replied. 
“We can’t proceed with the approach to 
Polarix. We need to TURN BACK” 
“What?” I replied. “What did you say? Turn 
back? No! We can’t abandon Doctor 
Bonsai and his assistants. ProPeSsor 
AStrowWhiSkeFSS is counting on us!” 
“Captain, I’m afraid that I must 


Fa SEE!” Sally replied. “If we go 


, » A True Captain! 


any closer to Polarix, the MouseStar 1’s 


bebraSbellium, batteries will be 
destroyed! For some reason, it’s as if an 
invisible force is sucking away 
our battery power. Either we turn around 
immediately or we won’t have enough 
STELLAR ENERGY to leave here 
ever again!” 

Galactic Gorgonzola! We were in real 
trouble. For the good of MouseStar 1 and for 
the safety of the crew, we had to 7A00)j)) away 
as fast as our SPALBSHIP could carry us! 


TPTRASTELLIUM 





A True Captain! y , 


But I had given Professor Astrowhiskers my 
word that I would rescue Doctor Bonsai and 
his team! And I ALWAYS keep my promises. 

“I have an idea!” I[ told Sally. “Get the 
TELETRANSPORTIx ready!” 

Then I explained my plan to Thea. 

“Tl will travel to Polarix with Trap and 
Professor Greenfur,” I told her. 

“What about the MouseStar 1?” she asked. 

“Set a course for a nearby galaxy, but 
stay at a safe distance from Polarix,” | 
explained. “We’ll search for the MISSING 
scientists. Once we’ve located them, you 
can teletransport us back to the MouseStar 
1—and to satetuy’ 

Thea placed her paw on my shoulder in 
adiniration. 

“You’re a true captain, Geronimo!” she 
squeaked approvingly. 


, A True Captain! 


My cousin Trap felt differently, though. He 


kept restlessly pacing SILC and FORT] 
across the control room. 





“Come on, Trap,” I said. “Let’s head for the 
gone! TELETRANSPORTIx. 
aan Hurry!” 







“No, no, no!” Trap 
replied, shaking his 
snout. “Dear cousin and 
captain, I have faith in you. 
But I wouldn’t let myself 
be teletransported to that 

FROZEN planet even if I were competing in 
an interplanetary figure-skating competition!” 
“There are three researchers whose lives 
are in dange #,” I pleaded with my 
cousin. “For the love of science, if we don’t 


help them, they'll turn into MOUSIGLES: ‘ 


But Trap wouldn't budge. 


A True Captain! xy , 


“Forget about it,” he squeaked. “I'm net 
coming!” 

I didn’t know what to say. When Trap 
doesn’t want to do something, he can be as 
stubborn as a space wey le from the 
Pony Galaxy! But for once, Grandfather lent 
me a pau. He turned to look Trap straight 
in the eyes. 

“As sure as my name is William Stiltonix, 1 


command you, Trap Stilton, to explore that 


UNKNOWN planet!” he barked. 


SPACR MULB FROM THe 
PONY GALAXY 





A True Captain! 





Pa 


Trap immediately scampered toward the 
teletransportix room as !/l2ekl\/ as a SPACE 
S@EEP from the planet Baa. Nobody dares 
to contradict Grandfather, not even 
my wise-mouse cousin Trap! 


From the Encyclopedia Galactica 


This animal has a thick bluish wool coat 


and a very cute face. It is particularly 
famouse for its mild and docile 
disposition. A space sheep will meekly © 
follow any mouse who stops to greet it 
and give it a pat on the head. 





—— &— 


LOST IN HYPERSPACE 





We HURRIED to the teletransportix, leaped 
onto the platform, and waited for Sally to 
beam us to the FR () /¢N planet. 
“How long do you want to stay on 
Polarkx, Captain?” Sally asked me. 
“No longer than we have to!” Trap 
muttered under his breath. “I’d say ten 


MIGRGASTROSECONDS:” 


“I’m not sure how long our 





will take,” I replied. “But I'll contact you on 
my wrist phone when we're ready. And if you 
don’t hear from us within TWELVE HOURS, 
beam us back!” 

We were ready for departure. 

“Captain, just so you know, we need to 


compensate for the scarcity of fefrastellium 


@ Lost IN HYPERSPACE 


with a greater intracellular synchronized —” 
[held up a paw to STOP her. 
“Would you please simplify that?” I asked. 
“Well, I’ll try,” Sally said with a S/GU. 
“Basically, you'll be fine in the end, but you 


may lose a few WHISKERS along the 
way!” 

7 Lose a few whiskers?! I was 
about to scream “J want to get off! ” but 
Sally had already activated the commands. 


Then, suddenly, I heard Sally shout. » 


“YQO0D00000000% 


Out of the corner of my eye, | saw Benjamin 


and Bugsy Wugsy jump onto the teletransportix 
launchpad. : 

‘We're cotnifig too! Benjamin 
cried out. 


“Yeah!” Bugsy Wugsy exclaimed. 





® 


LOST IN HYPERSPACE 


Oh no! They had hitched a ride on our 


PESeue MISSION! 
‘EGO’ | squeaked. “It’s too 
DANGEROUS:” 


But it was too late. 

“There’s too much WEVGHT on the 
launchpad now,” Sally warned us. “You’re 
at risk of getting lost in hyperspace!” 

“Lost in hyperspace?” I cried. “Help! I 
want to get off! I GET REALLY, 
REALLY SPACESICK IN 
HYPERSPAAAAACE!” 





THE Ice PLANET 
P OLARIX 


When | felt my paws land on something 
SOLID. I slowly opened my eyes. We 
had Fematertalized. But where were 
we? Everything was DARK! 

“Professor Greenfur? Trap? Benjamin? 
Bugsy?” I asked in @EG@E MM. “Where are 
we? Can someone turn on the LIGHTS?” 

“Of course, Captain,” answered Professor 
Greenfur. A moment later, the scientist lit 
the emergency FLASHLAEHE powered by 
concentrated tetrastellium that he always 
carries with him. “I hope it lasts long enough 
for us to explore the Planet.” 

A beam of light kf GIP a small room 
full of test tubes and plant samples. 


re THe Ice PLANET POLARIX 


e 


“It’s Doctor Bonsai’s portable laboratory on 
the Polarix space base!” Professor Greenfur 
exclaimed. 

By the light of the flashlight, I checked 
myself to make sure I had rematerialized 

voperly. I took stock of every body part: 
Whiskers? Check! Paws? Check! Tail... 
tail? Tawell Pe 

Cosmic cheddar! 1 had lost my tail in 

hyperspace! 
A moment later, I felt a sharp 


Neat ay. FAS on what felt like my 
unit tail. It was my cousin. 







“T really don’t 
understand why 
Grandfather 

William 
put you in 
command of 


THe Ice PLANET POLARIX gy 
és 


the MOUSBSTAR 1 instead of me,” Trap 
said with a S{GH. “Can’t you see your tail is 
just tangled Up in your uniform?” 
“Benjamin, would you please help me 
untangle my tail?” I asked SHRBPISHLY. 


There was no reply. Frantically, I looked 
around for Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy. 





“Mouselings, where are you?” I squeaked. 

Trap and Professor Greenfur tried calling 
out for them, too. NOTHING. There wasn’t 
even a whisker’s trace of my little nephew 
and his friend! 

“Let’s contact the MouseStar 1,” | suggested. 
“Maybe they didn’t make it onto the launchpad 
after all!” 

But Professor Greenfur shook his head 
sadly with a loud, leafy rustle. 


THe Ice PLANET POLARIX 


“Captain, theres no SJ@HAL !” 
he told me. “We can’t communicate with 
MouseStar 1 or with me iouealinigs. © Our only 


hope is that they TeMateryaized 
somewhere else and didn’t get font in 
hyperspace!” 


a 


ant BugSY Wugsy, 


<— \ 
geri am 


po 





THe Ice PLANET POLARIX ‘a 


A chill ran down my Gail. 

MARTIAN MOZZARBLLA! 
This rescue mission was turning out to be 
a GISASTEP. It was a real possibility that 
Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy were lost in 


hyperspace! 














——_—_7.——___—. 
THIS Way... 
No, THat Way! 


Benjamin and Bugsy had to be somewhere 
on the Polarix space base.) GOULD FEEL 
iT in mY FUR! 

But tracking them down wouldn’t be 
@asy. We still hadn’t been able to 


SWITCH ON the lights. And as if 


that weren’t enough, my cousin Trap kept 


NEEDLING me. 
“I told you it would have been better for us to 
stay in our own WARM ship,” 
he grumbled. “We could be 
cozily gnawing some 
delectable CHEESES 


right now, but instead, 





we're freezing our tails off in 


Way Way! 2 af 


the dark here on # @EGEEX!” 

Maybe Trap wasn’t altogether wrong. 
We searched the space base by the light of 
Professor Greenfur’s emergency flashlight 
but couldn’t find any SUg Nl of Benjamin and 
Bugsy Wugsy. We didn’t see a trace of Doctor 
Bonsai or his assistants, either. The base 
seemed to be completely (D\BS/BIRAI S|! 

Suddenly, I thought I saw a movement 
behind us. I turned quickly, but there was 
KG ORE there. Still, it felt like someone 
was WATCHING us! 

“Did you see that?” I asked the others. 

Trap shook his head. “I didn’t see a 
thing” 

“Well, what should we do now, Captain?” 
Professor Greenfur asked. 

I froze. Oh, how I hate to be put on the 
s po t Everyone expects me to know what 


“eh HIS Way Way! 


to do since I’m the captain, but sometimes I 
just dan’? KAQW! 

“Well, let’s go THIS W AY,” I mumbled 
uncertainly. “No, let’s go that way. Wait, 
let’s actually go THIS WAY-” 

«Ouch! Trap cried. “You stepped on 
my tail!” 

“Sorry,” I muttered. Even though we had the 


emergency flashlight, it was DARK enough 





that we kept 





bumping into 
one another. 
We tried the light switches again but 
had N@ LWE*! So we stuck with 
the flashlight. Unfortunately, though, the 
BATTERIES were running very low. 
“If only I had my new portable energy 
generator with me,” Professor Greenfur said 
with a SBS. 
“Benjamin! 
Bugsy Wugsy! 
Doctor Bonsai!” 
we called. “IF 
YOU'RE 
HERE, 
PLEASE 
ANSWER! 


There were no 








SB terra 


replies. Still, wherever we went, I had the 
feeling someone was WATCHING us. 


HOWesTRANGE! 


I told Trap about my hunch. 

“You’re such a ecaredy-mouse. 
Cousin!” he teased. “Just because we’re on 
a STRANGE planet in an ABANDONGD 
space base looking for missing rodents, you 
think we’re being followed!” 

With nothing else to do, I led my rescue 
mission team THIC WAY and that way 
all over the base. As we went along, we 
explored the following rooms: 

1. THE GARBAGE ROOM, where 
I slipped on a banana peel and landed paws 
up on my tail. MWWno would have left it 


there? 


Way Way! 2 af 


2. The bathroom, where our 
uniforms got soaked up to the knees because 
the floor was flooded. W¥W@ would have 
left the faucets running? 

3. THE SUPPLY ROOM full of tools 
and spare parts, where a hammer fell from 
above and landed on my paw. Ouch! WWwo 
would have left it suspended over the door 
like that? 

4. The boiler room, which was 
ice-cold instead of hot. WHe would have 
set the temperature to negative forty degrees? 

Finally, we checked the dorms, the game 
room, and the radio station. Then we stumbled 
across a closet full of superaccessorized 
thermal suits used to explore the Icy 
planet. 

Three suits looked ready to put on. We 
could use them to @X plore the exterior of 











“eh His Way... No, THat Way! 


the space base without FREEZING while 


we searched for Benjamin, Bugsy Wugsy, and 


Doctor Bonsai and his assistants! 


* . a 
antireflection 


' Encuclopedia 
Galactica 


mask 


temperatures. Perfect 
for exploring snowy 
peaks or frozen 
planets! 





——_ = —_— 


THe RaINBow Cave 


As we slipped the suits on, I had a sudden 
thought. 

“What if Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy 
REMATPAIALIZED outside the base instead 
of inside?” I asked the professor. “They’re not 
wearing suits like these.” 

“That’s true,” PTS t esseor 
Green t UT" answered. “If that 
happened, they are certainly at risk of 
becoming !” 

“Let’s hurry then,” I shouted. “If they’re 
here, we have to find them 20724Z #"''” 

With that, we stepped out of the base and 
onto the FROZEN planet. 

Cosmic Cheddav! it was snowing 


heavily outside, the wind was blowing, and 


“s THE RAINBOW Cave 


it was [9 Ee) EYEQ cold! But we couldn’t 
give up: We had to find Benjamin and Bugsy 
Wugsy, even if I had to sacrifice my own 
FUR: And hopefully we’d find the missing 
scientists on our search as well. 

The SNOW and jee extended as far 
as the eye could see. We had made it a short 
distance from the base when I noticed a little 
cave in the ice. I pointed it out to Trap and 
Professor Greenfur, and we headed in that 
direction, fighting icy cold GUStS of wind 
the entire way. 

From the outside, the cave’s entrance looked 
like no more than a tiny HOLE in the rock. But 
once we stepped inside, we were 
to find that it was actually a spacious cavern 
full of pools of steamin 2 hot water, 
making the cave surprisingly WARM! 

It seemed as if we were in a gigantic S PG! 








“s THE RAINBOW CAVE 


Huge stalactites hung from the ceiling, and 
stalagmites rose from the floor all around us. 
The stalagmites were surrounded by small 
mounds of brightly colored balls. We passed 
REO, VELLew, ORANGE, blue, 
and more. Trap immediately reached out his 
FAW to grab a handful. 

“Be careful!” Professor Greenfur warned. 
“We don’t know what those are. They could 
be danig¢€rous.” 

“These things?” Trap scoffed at us. 
“Dangerous? They’re just ZYO@ 
©62C°" 

Before the professor could reply, Trap had 
chosen a few to take with him. 

Meanwhile, I kept thinking of Benjamin 
and Bugsy Wugsy. Where were they? I was 
very worried! I couldn’ accept that 


they might have dematerialized or turned 





THE RAINBOW CAVE 


into frozen little mousicles. But they were 
nowhere to be found. 

“Let’s PD€EGd OACK to the base,” I said 
with a SAP) sigh. “The little mouselets aren’t 
here, and neither are the scientists.” 


Ry 


THE PLUFFS 


We returned to the base and removed those 
uncomfortable padded suits. Trap could 
tell I was feeling unhappy. 

“Don’t worry, we'll find them,” he 
reassured me. “In the meantime, let’s get 
to the kitehen and cook up something 
WARM! I’m so hungry!” 

The only question was: Which 
way was the kitchen? We 


S F Sig 
hadn’t seen it earlier. ay Mr 


But Trap was up for the Ba | 
Pe 
aS 






task. He just stuck his 
snout in the air. 
Sniff! 
SNIFF! 
Sniff! 





=Z_ THe PLurrs 


Believe it or not, my cousin used his nose 
to take us to the kitchen! And when we got 
there, we heard the strangest thing: There 
were muffled CRIES coming from one of 
the cupboards! 


it EL?! 4H EL?! ” we heard faintly. 
‘WE'REIN HERE! 
OPEN UP! 


I would have recognized those voices 
anywhere: It was my little nephew Benjamin 
and Bugsy Wugsy! We had finally found them! 
They leaped out of the cupboard when we 
opened it, and I hugged them both tightly. 

“What are you doing in the pantry?” | 
asked. “Actually, first tell me what you’re 
doing on this PLANET! I don’t remember 


giving you PERMISSION to be part of this 


expedition!” 





wat BUBSY Wug, 
ao ys 


Now that the mouselings were SAFE. 
my disappointment in my nephew and his 


friend returned. They weren’t even supposed 
to be here! 

Benjamin lowered his EYES. «you're 
right, Uncle Geronimo,” he admitted. “But 
it never Snow's on MouseStar 1! Bugsy 
and I just wanted to have a little snowball 
fight.” 

I sighed. It was hard for me to stay angry 
with my SVEET littic nephew for long. 





ym THe PLuFFS 
“But we didn’t REMATERIALIZE 


in the cupboard,” added Bugsy Wugsy. 
“Someone shoved us inside it and LOCKed 
the door with a key!” 
“Someone did what?” I asked in shock. 
“But who? And why?” 
I looked around SUSPICIOUSLY. So 
did Trap and 
\ Professor 
Greenfur. 
My cousin 
even tried 


a few COSMO- 
KARATE moves 


to scare off 
any would-be 
attackers! But 
there seemed to 
be no one there 








THe PLurrs =~ 
= 


but US. I examined the cupboard, hoping to 
find a clue. Then I noticed a tuft of long, 
SILGY, colored fur that was caught on 
the doorknob. I was about to show it to 
Prefesser Greenfur 
when my cousin Trap burst into loud 
laughter. 

A second later, the professor began 
GIGGLING. Then Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy 
joined in. What did everyone find so funny? 


This was a very SALONS situation! 


Then I saw it. There were seven 
colored petts of fur jumping 
out of another cupboard: red, oP 
orange, yellow, areen, 
BLWE, indigo, and 


violet, just like the colors of 43 





the BEEN 


Their soft fur shone 





Shy 
7 
7 
ear 





ym THe PLurrs 


WN brightly. Then the strange little creatures 
\ began to sing: 

Pu, PLUFF, PLUFF, HEE, 
~ HEE, HEE! PLUFF, 
. PLUFF, HO, HO, 

ey) HO! PLUFF, PLUFF, 

y HA, HA, HA!” 

The strange little puffs 
continued to sing as they 
) SKIPPED here and 
there. The OFanige 
one landed on Professor 
Greenfur’s head and began SWINGING from 
one of his ears to the other! 
“Aw, they’re soCU4@!” Benjamin cooed. 
“And they’re so much FUTL!” Bugsy Wugsy 
agreed. 


Even Trap was mesmerized by the |INY 


creatures. 











yz THE PLuFFS 
—— 


“Professor Greenfur, what are these 
ali¢ris called?” I asked. 

“Ha, ha, ha!” The professor laughed. “This 
little one is tickling me!” Then he became 
serious for a second. 

“To answer your question, Captain, I’d 
call these aliens PLUFRS,” the professor 
continued. “Seems like a good name, given 
their little S@U2S, don’t you agree?” 

“Look at this cute yellow guy,” Bugsy 
Wugsy said, cuddling one of the pluffs. “He’s 
so snuggly!” 

I didn't LAGELSEGHE the reason 
for all of the fuss, but since everyone insisted, 
I extended a friendly paw toward the yellow 
PLUFF. He came closer, but I didn’t like 
the way he Leelee] at me at all. For a 
second I thought he was going to Bite my 
paw! But before I could pull back, the alien 





THe PLurrs = 
= 


jump &¢ onto my arm and ran up to 
my ear. Then he started TICKLING me 
unmercifully! 

“Give him your cheek, Uncle,” Benjamin 
suggested. “It looks like he wants to give you 
a e 


A kiss? Really? It looked to me like he 
wanted to ChE M)P my snout! But I didn’t 
want to be rude to the little creature, so | 
leaned GLOS ER. The pluff leaned toward 
me. Suddenly, I began SNEEZING 


uncontrollably. 


“AGHOO AGHA a A 





————— ay, 
Come On, Let’s 
TAKE THEM wiTH Us! 





I couldn’t seem to stop SNEEZING! It was as 
if Thad a TERRIBLE cold. 

“Professor Greenfur — A C ¥ D 1] F i 
asked between sneezes, “do you have — 
achoo! — anything for a CcCoO.D? 
Achoo!” 

“Sorry, Captain,” the Professor replied, a 
dreamy look in 


you 
Aa \' ary "t . ‘“ ’ 
yr you eon his eyes. “I don’t 


<0 en cold! 
ce 









have time to 
look. I’m busy 
combing this 
pluff’s fur.” 
So | 
asked 


Come On, Let's Take THEM witH Us! pit 





Trap, Benjamin, and Bugsy Wugsy. 

But Trap was busy flegihig with a little orange 
pluff, Benjamin was giving a few PLUFFES 
a bath in the kitchen sink, and Bugsy Wugsy 
was drying them off carefully. No one seemed 
the least bit concerned about Ne! 

“But — achoo! — isn’t anyone — achoo! — 
worried about my sudden @ WEB?” 
I asked my friends between very 
sneezes. 

“Captain, I think I know what’s Wrong,” 
the professor replied as he continued to play 
with the little pluffs. “You seem to be having 
an allergic reaction to the pluff fur!” 

Trap came running over to me. 

“If you’re allergic, can I take your yellow 
PLUFF?” he asked. 

“Achoo! Do whatever you want,” I replied. 
“But please, take him away! Achoo!” 


Bij, Come On, Let's Take THEM witH Us! 


My cousin didn’t have to be told TWICE. 


Trap took the ALIEN and snuggled it, 


covering it with kisses. 

“Geronimo isn’t a very FRIENDLY 
mouse,” I heard Trap whisper to the little 
creature. “But I love you!” 

The pluff rubbed itself affectionately 
against Trap’s snout. Then it turned and 


SECRENY stuck out its tongue at me! 
y {? DEFINITELY HAD 
SOMETHING 


; you're °° Cug Ly, ) 
| There was something 
about the little pluffs 
that I didn’t $+ US+. 
I tried to WARN my 


team, but they all acted 









as though they were under 
some sort of pluff spell. 


Come On, Let's Take THem witH Us! pit 





‘They're So CuUte!: 
Professor Greenfur kept repeating. 

“AND 50 BealltiFUuL,” Trap chimed in, 
a GLAZED look in his eyes. 

“Uncle, can we take them back to the 
spaceship with us?” Benjamin asked. 

“They could sleep in my dollhouse,” Bugsy 
Wugsy offered. “I haven’t played with it in a 
long time.” 

I was about to tell them no when I heard a 
CREAMING sound, as though someone 
was about to open a SWeAKY door. Then | 
heard the thud of APPROACHING footsteps. 

“We’re in dafiger: I alerted my 
friends. “There’s someone in the hall!” 

But no one seemed to notice. They all seemed 
hy pnotized by the furry little aliens. 
The pluffs had started purring like cats 
as Trap, Professor Greenfur, Benjamin, and 





Bij, Come On, Let’s Take THEM witH Us! 


Bugsy caressed them. And the more the 
creatures purred, the more everyone seemed 


to fall under the pluffs’ BEI EE. 


“Let go of those pluffs!” I shouted 
DESPERATELY. “Quickly, let’s run 
and hide!” 

“But the pluffs are our friends,” Professor 
Greenfur answered ROBOTICALLY. 

“Whoever is not a friend of the pluffs is 
our CNLEITLY,” Trap said, a DAZED 
expression on his snout. 

Once again the yellow pluff turned toward 
me and stuck out Ihis tongue 
before he went back to purring loudly along 
with the others. 


A second later, the door UPEWED ... 





a. 


HoLeY Craters! 


The sound of those footsteps in the hall 
made my fur ff@@Z@. Who could it be? Was 
it a SPAaCe MUMMY from Uranus? Or maybe a 
Martian ZOMBIE? 

Either way, I thought for sure that our fur 
was fried. We were QOmMeFrs! 

But a second later, I found myself snout-to- 
snout with... D€GT4R OSL4 BOngsai 
and his two assistants! 

“Doctor Bonsai!” I exclaimed in relief, 
putting out my paw. “I’m Ca 

. Professor Boris Astrowhiskers 
sent my crew to SEG EGA: for you! Are you 
all right?” 


I expected a PAWSHAKE or 


maybe even a grateful hug, but instead, I got 


HoLey Craters! xy , 


mothimg! Doctor Bonsai’s eyes looked as 
glazed OVEF as everyone else’s. He 
picked up our flashlight from the ground. 

“Why isn’t the rodent with the GREER 
suit hypnotized like the others?” he asked 
the Oraxige pluff that was perched on 
his shoulder. 


HOLEY CRATERS! He was talking 


about me! 








, » Ho.Ley Craters! 


The yellow pluff next to Trap answered 
him: 
“HEE, HEE, HEE! HA, HA, 
HA! HO, HO, HO! ACHOO! 
ACHOO! ACHOO!” 


Doctor Bonsai seemed to understand, even 
though I had no idea what the little creature 
had said. 


“We must capture him!” Doctor Bonsai 
said to his assistants. “Now!” 


gore him: Then the scientist grabbed me by 
Oa 


uit’ the paws. 

i/ . eg bbe 
MA’ “Wait!” I protested. 
»”/ “Doctor Bonsai, I’m the 


.\ captain of MOUSESTAR 1! 


I’m your friend. I came 







here to take you home.” 
Suddenly, I realized 
that the orange pluff by 


Ho.Ley Craters! xy , 


Bonsai’s ear was giving him orders! And the 
strange little aliens had hypnotized 
his assistants, too! 

I tried to escape, but it was USELESS! 
Doctor Bonsai and his assistants held me 
very, very, very TIGHTLY. They headed for 
the door that led outside, 
me with them. The members of my team 
followed us like robots. They seemed to 
be following the aliens’ orders now, too! 

I was sure they were going to leave us out in 
the COLd until we turned into frozen 
mousicles. Instead, they took us back to the 
CAVE where Trap had collected the little 
BOOEBOO balls. an CNOFMOUSE 


surprise awaited us there! 




















THE QUEEN OF 
THE PLUFFS 





A GIANT pluff was waiting for us in the 
middle of the cave. Like the others, it was 
extremely furry. But instead of being one 
solid color, it had Stripes of all the colors 
of the R@FNBOW. 

Cosmic cheddar chunks! 

The large pluff looked very intimidating! It 
sat on what looked like a rock THRONE. 

As soon as | got close to the giant pluff, 
my nostrils began to FICHE uncontrollably 
and I started to sneeze. 

“Achoo! Achoo! Achoo!” 

The little yellow pluff whispered something 


to the giant WUL 


pluff, who turned to me with a very angry 


THE QUEEN OF THE PLUFFS 


expression on its face. It looked as if it 
absolutely had something 49 ainst me! 
I opened my mouth to squeak, but the only 
thing that came out was: 
“Acnoo!” 
The giant pluff barked: 
“HEE, HEE, HEE, HEE, HEE! 
HO, HA, HA! PLUFF! 
HA, HEE, HEE, HO!” 
Doctor Bonsai turned to me with vacant 
eyes and translated in a mechanical voice: 
“The queen of the pluffs is FUFEGUS! 
She says that we scientists have DUALE a 
scientific base on Polarix without asking 
her permission. And furthermore, she says 
the rodent in the yellow uniform has stolen 
seven of her precious EGGS: one of each 
COLOR!” 
GaLactic GoRGONzZOLA! She was talking 


® 


® 


oe ) 


THE QUEEN OF THE PLUFFS 


about my cousin Trap and the BALLS he 
had picked up in the cave! Only they weren’t 
balls... they were UNHATCHED pluff eggs! 
I realized that’s why I had felt as if someone 
had been watching me all around the Polarix 
base. The ALIENS had been keeping an eye 
on us since our arrival! 





“The queen of the pluffs says the only 
good thing we brought to her planet is 
bebraSbellium. which she likes very 
much,” Doctor Bonsai continued. 

But why would the pluffs need 


bebrasbellium? I would have 
happily given them some if I had any, but I 


THE QUEEN oF THE PLUFFS @® 


didn’t have the [!!!€! speck! 

“If you let us return to our spaceship — 
ACHOO! — we will gladly let you have 
all the tetrastellium at the science base — 


ACHOO!: I offered. 
“HEE, HEE, HEE, HOOO!” 


replied the queen. 

“HEE, HEE, HEE, HOOO!” 
repeated the little yellow pluff. 

“She said not to bother trying to trick 
her!” Doctor Bonsai translated. “She knows 
very well that the base’s tetrastellium is 
qone, because she’s the one who used 
it all up!” 

Black holey galaxies! So that’s why the 
lights at the BASE hadn’t worked. The 
pluffs had used up all the tetrastellium — and 
trashed the place after it was gone. And that 
explained why the entire planet of POLARIX 


® 







THE QUEEN OF THE PLUFFS 


had given off an BI RiNMBEBBBERE 


force that sucked away the MouseStar 1’s 
battery power. The pluffs were so greedy for 
tetrastellium that they would have beS#ROYED 
our spaceship if Sally hadn’t turned back in 
time. 

Doctor Bonsai turned on Professor 
Greenfur’s flashlight and pointed it at the 
cave floor. The little ali2NS began to 
dance happily in the beam of light. 

The queen of the pluffs spoke again, 
this time in our language. 





THE QUEEN OF THE PLUFFS @ 


‘RODENTS, YOU ARE MY 
PRISONERS! she said. “Bring your 
spaceship here immediately! If your friends 
want you back, tell them to pay a PANSOM 
of one and a half trillion astropounds of 
tetrastellium. If this ransom is not met, you 
will all be turned into MOUSICLES!” 

I shuddered. One and a half trillion 
astropounds is an quantity! 
Even if I scraped the very bottom of all of 
MouseStar 1’s reservoirs, we'd never be able 
to satisfy the ransom request. 

We WERE GONERS! Good-bye to warm, 
CHEDODAR-SCENTED bubble baths. 
Our fur was about to be FROZEN for all 
eternity! 

I looked at Professor Greenfur, Trap, and 
the mouselings, hoping one of them would 
come up with an ®SC€ape plan. But they 





were all still hypnotized by the pluffs’ loud 


urring sounds. I guessed the queen had 
put us under her SPELL to keep us from 
trying to escape. But that didn’t explain why 
I was unaffected by the little ALIENS. 

I tried to stall. 
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ACHOO!_— letteeaietViaresl 


“Um, can I ask why— ACH 
need all this 








“It’s v very teal the queen of the pluffs 
explained. “Our planet is FROZEN solid. In 








order to § URV IVE, we have to live in dark 
caves like this one. But with tetrastellium, 


we can light our caves. WE LIKE LIGHT! 
IT MAKES US HAPPY! so we need more 
tetrastellium!” 

I looked at the pluffs gathered 
around the flashlight and realized it was 
TRUE. They had begun to sing a weird but 
pleasant tune, and SWAYED with the 
ne of the music. They seemed so H@PPY! 








Beep! Beep! 
Beeeep! 


I wasn’t sure what to do. How did I always 
manage to get myself into these MESSES: 
I was contemplating my next move when 
suddenly 


EEF! 
FE EEE 


The timer on my wrist phone began 
beeping! How fast time flew— there were 
only a few minutes left before the twelve 
hours were up. Sally was about to use the 
teletransportix to rescue us. Perfect timing! 

I took advantage of the fact that the pluffs 
were disifact€d by the flashlight, and I 
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Beep! Beeer! Beeecep! 


crept toward Benjamin. His eyes were glazed 
over and he stared at the aliens, completely 
hypnotized. Bugsy Wugsy, Trap, and the 
scientists were hypnotized as well. I had to 
figure out a way to WAKE them. It was too 
DANGEROUS to teletransport them 
in that condition! 

So I stretched out my paw and gave 
Benjamin’s tail a sharp pinch. Nothing! 
I tried pinching him harder. Still 
nothing! I tried again, but it still didn’t 
work. NOTHING HAPPENED! 

Then I had an idea. I reached up and pulled 
out one of my own whiskers — ouch! Why 2 
Simple! I used it to tickle my nephew’s 
snout! A second later, Benjamin SA€ EZ Ed. 

“Achoo! Achoo! Achoo!” 

He snapped out of the trance! I took my 
whisker and went around to Trap, Bugsy Wugsy, 


p! Beeep! BEEP! 


Professor Greenfur, Doctor Bonsai, and his 
assistants. And it worked —SNEEZiING made 
them all wake up. 

“Let’s make a run for it!” I shouted to them. 
“Hurry! Before it’s too late!” 

But the PLUFFS had realized we were 
free. They began to close in on us menacingly. 
I looked at the timer on my watch: 

Ten...nine...e@igh’... 

The queen of the pluffs rolled toward us in 
an angry ball of rainbow-colored fluff. 

“Stop!” she shouted. “You belong to 
me now, mice!” 
I grabbed Bugsy 

Wugsy and Trap. 

“s “Quickly!” 
I squeaked. 
“Let’s all HOLD 


paws!” 





Beep! Beeep! Beeeep! ex 


2 


The countdown had almost ended. 

The queen of the pluffs was about to roll 
right into us when suddenly everything went 
DARE. 

As promised, Sally had teletransported us 
back onto the MOUSWSTAR 1. we were 
safe! 

“Mission accomplished!” we all shouted. 


“SPACEMICR FOR ON, SPACEMICE 
FOR ALL!” 








4h 
GREETINGS FROM THE 
RAINBOW PLANET 


When we remalerialized in the control 
room, the MouseStar 1 crew welcomed us 
like heroes. Even Grandfather William gave 
me his CONGRATULATIONS: 
I felt like a real edpbain. Trap helped me 
take off my gear. 

“Don’t let it get into your head, Cousin,” he 
commented. “You were just LUCICY. If 
it weren’t for your allergy to the pluffs, they 
would have turned us all into mousicles!” 

At the word ALLERGY, | began sneezing 
all over again! 

“ACHOO! ACHOO! ACHOO!” 

POLEY CRATERS! My sneezes 
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could only mean one thing—there was a 
pluff onboard the spaceship. We were in 
great danger I had to sound the yellow 
alert! 

“ACHOO! ACHOO)” | shouted. 
“Code— achoo! — yellow! Furry little alien 
onboard! ACHOO! ACHOO! 

I glanced at Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy, 
thinking they had hidden a little pluff in one 
of their pockets. But Benjamin immediately 
denied it. 

‘We have nothing to do With 
iG!” he said. “Even if we had really, really 
wanted one, we learned our lesson.” 

“It’s true,” Bugsy Wugsy agreed. “The 
pluffs are CUE and FUNNY, but they’re 
not toys! They’re little alien creatures, and 
they should be left alone to live in > EQCE 
on their own planet.” 


1g” 
N H W 


Well said! What BRIGHT little rodents. | 
wanted to tell Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy 
how much I appreciated them, but the only 
thing I could say was: 

“ACHOO! ACHOO! ACHOO!” 

Trap elbowed me. “Stop all that sneezing, 
Cousin, or you'll have a DIPLOMATIC incident 
to deal with,” he teased. “Don’t you see you’re 
also MLLER@IVE to Doctor Bonsai and his 
assistants’ foliage?” 

Martian mozzarella! So that 
was the reason for my uncontrollable sneezing! 
I looked around for PTS te s$seor 
Gre enftu T in the hope that he knew 
of a cure. But he was gone! I searched for him 
all over the spaceship. Finally, | bumped into 
him in the hallway, where he stood gazing 


DREAMILY out into space through the 


ship’s porthole. 


“Look at that beautiful RAINBOW. 


Captain,” he said with a sigh. 

I peeked through the window and saw a 
Spectacular rainbow stretching 
over POLARIX’S atmosphere. 

“But how is that possible?” I whispered. 
“Where did it come from?” 

“IT used the teletransportix to send the 
PLUFES my latest invention: the 
portable stellar energy generator! With it, 
they can light their caves. Now they can go 
on singing and dancing happily: 
“Good for you, Professor!” | 





commended him. “But why 

the rainbow?” 

“The generator’s 

light filters through 
the planet’s Ice 

_ and breaks up into 





Pane 4 
the seven colors of the rainbow,” he explained. 
“Isn’t nature AMAZING, Captain?” 

We remained there in silence as we watched 
Polarix and the rainbow slowly move 
farther and farther away from our spaceship 
until the icy planet was just a tiny CO. 

When I got back to my cabin, the NOVEL 
I was writing was waiting for me on my desk, 
right where | had left it. I sighed. 

Maybe tomorrow will be a better day for 
writing, | thought. Then I hung this hete 


on the door before I climbed into bed: ) 
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He isa cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s nae 
_— ancient ancestor! He runs the stone 
oo newspaper in the prehistoric village — 
Ey: : A: Old Mouse e City. From dealing with | 
meosaurs to dodging meteorites, es rs 
his life in the Stone Age i is thy ~ @ 
| full of adventurel jee 7 fe wed | 
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eee #6 Don’t Wake the 
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Be sure to read 
all of our magical 
Special edition 


adventures! 
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Control room 
2. Gigantic telescope 
Greenhouse to grow plants and flowers 
4. Library and reading room 
}.Astral Park,an amousement park 
Space Yum Café 
7. Kitchen 
Liftrix, the special elevator that moves between 
all floors of the spaceship 
Computer room 
0. Crew cabins 
Theater for space shows 
2.Warp-speed engines 
13.Tennis court and swimming pool 
eke 4. Multipurpose technogym 
Space pods for exploration 
16. Cargo hold for food supply 
17. Natural biosphere 





Dear mouse friends, 
thanks for reading, 
"and good-bye until the next book. 
See you in outer space! 
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GERONIMO STILTONIX 4 


> Stilton of a parallel tere! Heit is 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 7: 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 


iC@ PLANCT ADVENTURE 


_ Friends of the spacemice have disappeared on a strange 


ice planet, Polarix! Geronimo Stiltonix and his crew 
are called to search for them. When the wa 


Spacemice arrive on Polarix, they’re e 


surprised at the inhabitants — cute | 
aliens that look like colorful fuzz * 
balls*But are these creatures as * 
harmless as they look? 


www.scholastic.com/geronimostilton 
Saran me (-Teelalianeratiicelamaetin 





More leveling information for this book: 


